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IN   HOME  PASTURES 

By  ELDER  RICHARD  L.  EVANS 


A  RECORD  of  accomplishment,  grati- 
fying throughout,  and  in  some 
respects  almost  unbelievably  so,  is  reported 
by  the  First  Council  of  the  Seventy  for  the 
stake   missions  of  the   Church  for   the  year 

'939- 

It  is  less  than  four  years  since  this  activity 
was  established  upon  its  present  Church - 
wide  basis  by  action  of  the  First  Presidency 
at  the  General  Conference  of  April,  1936 — 
but  in  that  brief  time  this  home  missionary 
movement  has  travelled  well  on  its  way 
toward  becoming  the  dominant  missionary 
factor  of  the  Church.  And   the   inspired 

foresight  of  such  action  has  been  dramati- 
cally demonstrated  by  recent  events — be- 
cause even  now,  with  the  realization  of  a 
vigorous  momentum  in  home  fields,  many 
foreign  fields  have  become  closed  to  activity 
bv  acts  of  war.  Such    a    coincidence   of 

happenings  and  developments  is  but  another 
evidence  of  the  guiding  Power  that  directs 
the  Church   in  ordained  channels. 

The  report  shows  organized  missions  in 
128  out  of  the  129  stakes  of  the  Church.  It 
shows  2,101  stake  missionaries  giving  their 
time  to  this  cause,  through  whose  efforts 
2,220  men,  women  and  children  have  been 
baptized  into  the  Church,  and  3,806  inactive 
members  have  been  brought  back  into 
fellowship  and  activity.  It  shows  thi? 
Seventies  carrying  the  major  responsibility 
(which  they  should  do  by  virtue  of  the'.r  call- 
ing), with  noble  service  also  being  rendered 
by  High  Priests,  Elders,  and  lady  mission- 
aries. It  shows  that  every  time  some 
miss'onarv  has  done  approximately  n'net\ - 
n'.ne  hours  of  labour,  someone,  precious  in 
the  sight  of  God,  has  accepted  the  plan  of 
life  and   salvation  which  the   Lord  has  pro- 


vided   for    all    His    children    who    will    be 
partakers     of     it.  Many     other     equally 

significant  facts  are  also  shown. 

All  this,  which  is  only  a  beginning  of  the 
possibilities  and  potentialities,  has  been 
accomplished  with  negligible  expense  either 
to  the  Church  or  its  members  individually. 
To  bring  about  this  result  no  one  has  had 
to  give  up  his  employment.  No  one  has 
had  to  leave  his  family  or  materially  alter 
the  major  routine  of  his  life.  No  one  has 
had  to  travel  to  far  places  or  incur  obliga- 
tions, or  receive  support  from  others  that 
would  otherwise  not  have  been  necessary. 
All  this  has  come  merelv  by  a  determina- 
tion on  the  part  of  sincere  and  capable  men 
and  women  to  give  a  few  hours  of  earnest 
and  prayerful  missionary  effort  each  week 
among  their  friends  and  neighbours,  in 
response  to  call  from  the  proper  authority 
and  under  proper  direction,  in  the  interests 
of  the  greatest  cause  in  the  world. 

The  outstandingly  im.portant  factor  in  this 
growing  achievement  is  the  upright  lives  of 
the  members  of  the  Church  in  general,  and 
of  the  missionaries  in  particular,  in  their 
own  homes  and  communities.  By  the 
manner  of  their  living,  many  of  them  have 
preached  eloquent  sermons  before  ever  they 
have  utterd  a  spoken  word.  What  is  said 
and  seen  over  the  back  fence  and  behind 
home  walls  is  so  much  more  important  than 
what  is  represented  from  the  pulpit.  If  we 
cannot  convince  our  neighbours  that  the 
Gospel  works  in  our  lives,  we  surely  can- 
not convince  them  that  they  should  pay  the 
price  of  accepting  the  Gospel.  If  we  can- 
not win  acceptance  for  our  m.essage  at  home 
where  we  are  best  known,  we  are  not  justi- 
(Continiied   on  p»ap;e  44.) 
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CHRIST  THE   ONE  SAFE  PILOT 
ON  OUR   TEMPESTUOUS  SEA 

By  PRESIDENT  DAVID   O.  McKAY 

Conference  Address,  October  6,    1940  -Columbia  "  Church  of  the  Air  " 

Nation-wide  Broadcast 

"Thy  kingdom  come,  Thy  will  be  done  in  earth,  as  it  is  heaven." 


I.\  thf  centuries  past  millions  of  Christians 
have  prayed  for  the  coming  of  the  King- 
dom of  God,  and  for  more  than  twenty 
centuries  millions  of  people  have  persistently 
rejected  the  conditions  indispensable  to  the 
realization  of  this  era  of  peace  and  brotherly 
kindness. 

Even  though  the  essentials  for  a  better 
world  have  not  been  generally  accepted,  yet 
mankind  has  ever  striven  for  a  better  way  of 
living.  In  every  progressive   age   of   the 

world's  history  thinking  people  have  been 
dissatisfied  with  their  current  social  and 
economic  conditions,  and  have  sought  for 
remedial  changes.  Many  of  their  hoped- 
for  Utopias,  however,  though  they  have 
inspired  men  to  action,  have  ended  only  as 
dreams   and   phantasies. 

In  response  to  this  urge  for  change,  the 
twentieth  century  is  no  exception.  Indeed, 
during  the  last  fifty  years  people  have 
witnessed  greater  political  unrest,  more 
stupendous  upheavals  than  have  probably 
occurred  in  the  same  length  of  time  in  the 
history  of  the  world.  European  monarchies 
have  been  overthrown,  and  rising  out  of  the 
monarchial  ruins  have  come  the  dictatorship 
of  the  proletariat  in  Russia,  the  Fascist 
regime  in  Italy,  the  Nazi  rule  in  Germany, 
and  the  Fascist  form  of  government  in 
Spain.  Democracy,      as     exemplified     in 

Great  Britain  and  her  dominions,  and  in  the 
L'nited  States,  has  successfully  withstood 
the  battling  horrors  of  a  World  War,  and 
now,  after  only  a  quarter  of  a  century,  is 
again  either  actually  participating  in  or 
standing  on  the  brink  of  :i  second  devastat- 
ing conflict. 


If. 


Fundamentals  in  Discard. 

in    the  spirit   of   charity,    we  say  that 


misguided  men  have  brought  all  this  about 
because  of  their  desire  for  a  better  govern- 
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ment,  the  fact  still  rmains  that  civilization 
is  encompassed  by  social  upheavals  that 
threaten  to  divert  if  not  entirely  thwart  the 
progress  and  happiness  of  the  present 
generation. 

Humanity   is  passing  through  one    of   its 
most  crucial  experiences.  We  are  in  the 

midst  of  a  revolution  both  of  thought  and 
mode  of  life.  Beliefs  of  parents  are  ques- 
tioned, old  ideals  are  in  the  discard.     Com- 
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munism,  Nazism,  Fascism,  Totalitarianism 
are  giving  birth  to  new  conceptions  that 
strike  relentlessly  at  beliefs  and  teachings 
which  were  accepetd  a  decade  ago  as  funda- 
mentals and  unassailable.  "  Under  the 
inlluence  of  a  science  as  superficial  as 
proud,"  writes  M.  Paul  Gaultier,  a  leading" 
publicist  of  France,  "  old  beliefs  have  been 
turned  into  ridicule,  conscience  is  treated  as 
a  superstition,  and  honesty  as  a  prejudice. 
Self-interest  alone  remains  as  a  motive,  and 
pleasure  as  the  sole  end  of  life.  For  too 
many  people,"  he  continues,  "  evil  consists 
not  in  infringing  social  laws,  but  in  getting 
caught.  iMorality  and  duty  figure  in  their 
eyes  as  so  many  prejudices  out  of  fashion, 
and  vestiges  of  centuries  gone  by." 

Granting  the  severity  of  this  arraignment, 
the  fact  still  remains  that  moral  and 
religious  skepticism  is  too  generally  ap- 
parent, and  political  chicanery,  fraud,  and 
ci\  ic  unrighteousness  all  too  common. 

In  the  words  of  an  assistant  Secretary  of 
Slate:  "  We  seem  to  be  slipping  backward 
in  the  long  march  of  progress.  We  are  in 
danger  of  losing  part  of  the  precious  heri- 
tage for  which  our  ancestors  fought  and 
gave    their     lives.  Human     liberty,     de- 

mocracy, parl'amentary  government,  free- 
dom of  speech,  tolerance,  faith — these  in 
important  parts  of  the  world  have  ceased  to 
exist.  Autocracy  and  dictatorships  are 
demanding  men's  allegiance.  Political  in- 
stitutions are  cracking  ominously.  De- 
mocratic government  is  fighting  for  its 
life." 

To  climax  these  distracting  conditions, 
war,  with  all  its  attendant  horrors,  is 
sweeping-  the  earth  as  a  devastating  con- 
flagration, leaving  in  its  wake  only  ashes, 
agony,  and  death. 

Truly,  the  time  has  come  as  perhaps  never 
before  when  men  should  counsel  together, 
and  in  wisdom  determine  how  the  world  may 
be  made  a  better  place  in  which  to  live. 

The  Perjfect  Guide. 

To  achieve  this  desired  end,  the  first  and 
most  important  step  is  to  choose  as  leader 
one  whose  leadership  is  infallible,  whose 
teachings  when  practised  have  never  failed. 
In  the  present  tempestuous  sea  of  un- 
certaintv,  the  Pilot  must  be  one  who  throuirh 


the  storm  can  see  the  beacon  in  the  harbour 
of  peace. 

The  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter-day 
Saints  proclaims  that  there  is  but  one  such 
Guiding  Hand  in  the  universe,  but  one  un- 
failing Light,  and  that  the  Light  of  Christ 
who  said:  "  I  am  come  that  they  might 
have  life,  and  that  they  might  have  it  more 
abundantly."  An  active,  sincere  faith  in 
the  basic  teachings  of  Jesus  of  Nazareth  is 
the  greatest  need  of  the  world.  Because 
many  reject  this  truth  is  all  the  more  reason 
why  sincere  believers  should  proclaim  it. 

The  ultimate  purpose  of  Christianity  is  to 
develop  honourable,  upright  individuals  in 
an  ideal  society  known  as  the  Kingdom  of 
God.  No  one,  not  even  the  unbeliever,  can 
gainsay  this  as  a  most  worthy  goal.  True, 
nearly  two  thousand  years  of  trial  have 
failed  to  bring  about  even  an  approach  to 
the  realization  of  either  the  perfecting  of  the 
individual  or  the  establishing  of  an  ideal 
society.  As  a  result,  Christianity  and  its 
handmaiden.  Democracy,  are  now  on  trial 
before  the  world    tribunal.  The  fact  is, 

however,  that  conditions  in  this  war-torn 
world  instead  of  proving  that  Christianity 
has  failed,  emphatically  bear  witness  thai 
men  are  forever  learning,  but  never  coming 
to  a  knowledge  of  the  truth  ;  or,  as  one  man 
cynically  remarked,  "  Men's  lives  consist 
mostly  in  making  the  same  mistakes  over 
again." 

Christianity,  as  summarized  in  the  divine 
admonition,  "  Love  the  Lord  thy  God,  and 
thy  neighbour  as  thyself  "  has  never  yet 
been  accepted  and  practised  by  the  nations 
of  the  world.  Were  that  principle  even 
partly  applied,  our  advanced  scientific  know- 
ledge, our  almost  unlimited  mechanized 
power,  our  unexcelled  opportunities  for 
education  would  be  directed,  not  as  now,  for 
the  destruction  of  human  beings,  but  for 
the  betterment  of  individuals,  and  for  the 
advancement  and  redemption  of  mankind. 

.As  the  first  essential  to  a  better  world, 
therefore,  we  declare  with  the  .Apostle  Peter 
that  there  is  "  none  other  name  under 
heaven  given  among  men  whereby. we  must 
be  sa\ed." 

Improvement  in  Morals. 

It  is  charged  tTiat  "  one  of  the  distinctive 
traits  of  modern  society  in  everv  country  is 
(Continued  on   page   45.) 
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YOU  CANT  BUY  A  GOOD  TIME 

By  ROE  FULKERSON 


THE  gang  I  play  around  with  here  in  this 
village  likes  to  play  games.  We  don't 
care  particularly  for  bridge,  mah  Jong, 
Chinese  checkers  and  the  like,  but  run  more 
to  games  of  wit. 

We  like  the  good  old-fashioned  Twenty 
Questions,  Who  Am  I,  Are  You  a  Genius, 
Murder,  and  such  games,  in  which  we  fondly 
imagine  we  display  that  super  intelligence 
and  education  each  of  us  thinks  he 
possesses. 

Recently  Marcella  introduced  a  new 
game.  I  am  hoping  that  it  is  as  new  to 
you  as  it  was  to  us,  because  it  is  the  best 
game  we  have  ever  played.  We  get  more 
real  fun  out  of  it  than  any  game  we  ever 
tried,  and  we  never  tire  of  playing  it. 

Let's  suppose  there  are  a  dozen  people 
present.  You  divide  them  into  two  groups 
of  five  people,  leaving  two  people  to  prepare 
the    tests.  These  two   retire  to  another 

room  and  select  five  incidents  in  American 
history,  five  proverbs,  five  popular  songs, 
five  incidents  in  the  Bible,  five  advertising 
slogans,  or  five  of  just  any  classification 
which  is,  of  course,  announced.  Let's  sup- 
pose they  select  five  proverbs. 

The  two  groups  of  contestants  must  be 
removed  from  the  hearing  of  each  other. 
One  person  from  each  group  goes  as 
ambassador  to  the  couple  who  prepared  the 
test,  and  is  given  the  first  proverb,  which 
might  be  "  Haste  Makes  Waste."  He  then 
rushes  back  to  his  own  group,  grabs  pencil 
and  paper  and  begins  to  sketch  something 
on  that  paper  to  indicate  that  haste  makes 
waste.  He   may  not   use  a  letter  of  the 

alphabet  or  a  single  cipher,  and  may  answer 
questions  only  with  the  two  words  "  Yes  " 
and  "  No." 

When  his  group  has  guessed  that  proverb, 
another  member  of  the  group  rushes  out  to 
get  the  next  proverb  and  do  the  next  draw- 
ing. Each  member  of  the  group  has  to  do 
one  drawing.  The  group  which  guesses 

the    five  proverbs    first,   wins,   of   course. 

It  might  seem  at  first  thought  that  this 
game  is  a  test  of  one's  ab'lity  to  draw.  On 
the  contrary,   some   of  the  crudest  sketches 


express  the  ideas  best.  A  quick  map  of 

Kentucky,  for  instance,  with  a  little  log 
cabin  in  the  middle  of  it,  tells  the  story  of 
My  Old  Kentucky  Home  much  better  than 
a  more  elaborate  drawing  made  by  a  person 
with  real  art  ability. 

I  did  not  intend  to  go  so  minutely  into  this 
game,  but  we  have  had  so  much  fun  out  of 
it  for  so  many  evenings,  with  new  sets  of 
questions  each  time,  that  I  could  not  resist 
telling  you  all  about  it,  hoping  that  you  will 
try  it  some  time. 

What  I  am  also  trying-  to  tell  you  is  that 
we  have  ten  times  as  much  fun  playing  this 
foolish  little  game  as  we  have  when  we  dress 
up  in  our  finest  imitation  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Astorbilt  at  the  opera,  and  spend  the  evening 
at  a  night  club.  We  do  not  have  to  sit  in 
a  smoke  filled  room  listening  to  the  same 
old  comedians  who  stole  their  comedy  from 
a  man  on  the  radio,  who  snitched  it  from  a 
fellow  in  the  movies,  who  got  it  out  of  the 
original  edition  of  Joe  Miller's  joke  book. 
We  do  not  have  to  watch  the  same  "  dime 
a  dozen  "  tap  dancers,  or  look  at  the  same 
old  chorus  with  frozen  smiles  and  shapely 
limbs.  Best  of  all,  we  do  not  have  to  pay 
a  two  dollar  cover  charge  for  the  privilege 
of  spending  our  money. 

It  may  seem  quite  a  grasshopper  jump 
from  what  I  have  been  talking  about,  but 
did  you  ever  try  to  make  popcorn  balls  with 
maple  syrup  as  a  sticker-together?  We 
did  one  night,  and  we  got  popcorn  stuck  all 
over  everybody.  It  was  in  our  hair  and  in 
our   ears.  Even   Susy  Q,   the  cat,  got   a 

generous  amount  in  her  long  red  hair,  and 
had  a  grand  time  licking  it  off. 

But  we  had  more  fun  out  of  those  pop- 
corn balls  than  we  have  had  in  a  long  time 
Certainly  we  had  more  real  hilarity  and  joy 
than  we  ever  got  out  of  a  trip  to  the  movies 
e\en  a  four  hour  super-show. 

Just  a  few  miles  from  my  home  is  one  of 
the  finest  horse  tracks  in  the  world.  There 
is  no  more  gorgeous  picture  than  the  tall 
royal  palms,  the  lake  of  flamingoes,  the 
thousands  of  gaily  dressed  people.  I  go 
there  frequently,  but  not  once  have  I  had 
(Continued  on  ixige  46.) 
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THE  NINTH 
COMMANDMENT 


By  CLARENCE  R.  DOLLER 


THE  Ninth  Commandment  states  "  Thou 
shall    not    bear   false   witness    against 
thy  neighbour." 

In  the  Bible  we  read  that  Christ  was  con- 
demned to  death  on  the  testimony  of  false 
witness.  Stephen  met  his  death  because 
false  witness  testified  against  him.  Paul 
was  arrested  because  people  laid  many  com- 
plaints against  him  which  they  could  not 
prove. 

Few  people  kill,  a  few  are  thieves,  but  we 
are  all  gossipers  and  bear  false  witness 
against   our  neighbour.  We  can  take  a 

lesson  from  this  little  poem  : 

A  wise  old  owl  who  lived  in  an  oak. 
The  more  he  saw,  the  less  he  spoke. 
The  less  he  spoke,  the  more  he  heard, 
Why  can't  we  be  like  this  Old  Bird? 

If  we  can  be  like  this  bird  there  will  be  no 
ill  feeling  or  hatred  in  this  branch. 

Moses  said  "  Thou  shalt  not  raise  a  false 
report,  lie  not  to  one  another.  Put  away 
lieing  and  speak  every  man  the  truth  with 
his  neighbour." 

We  deliberately  lie  and  if  we  persist  in 
doing  so,  it  will  become  a  habit.  By  lieing 
we  lose  our  self-respect.  A  certain  man 
insisted  on  exaggerating  when  relating  any 
experiences.  He  made  himself  into  a 
ridiculous   situation.  It  became  a   habit  ; 

later  nobody  believed  him,  even  if  he  did  tell 
the  truth. 

We  must  practice  truth  if  we  want  to  tell 
it.  It   is    in  our  every -day   contacts  and 

association  that  we  make  errors.  Sometimes 
we  are  tempted  to  offer  excuses  when  we  are 
asked  to  do  anything. 

An  idle  word  can  cause  hatred  antl  the  loss 
of   friendship.  Christ  said:    "  For   every 

idle  word  that  man  shall  speak,  they  shall 
give  account  of  them  in  the  day  of  judg- 
ment. The   wise    man    reflects   before  he 


speaks,  but  the  fool  speaks  and  then  reflects 
on  what  he  has  uttered.  I  would  like  to 
rej>eat  a  song  from  our  song  book  : 

Nay,  speak  no  ill,  a  kindly  word 
Can  never  leave  a  sting  behind; 
And    oh,    to    breathe    each    tale    we've 

heard, 
Is  far  beneath  a  noble  mind. 
Full  oft  a  better  seed  is  sown 
By   choosing  thus  the  kinder  plan. 
For,  if  but  little  good  is  known, 
Still  let  us  speak  the  best  we  can. 

Give    me    the    heart    that    fain    would 

hide — 
Would  fain  another's  faults  efface  : 
How  can  it  please  the  human  pride 
To  prove  humanity  but  base? 
No,  let  us  reach  a  higher  mood — 
A  nobler  estimate  of  man. 
Be  earnest  in  our  search  for  good, 
And  speak  of  all  the  best  we  can. 

Then   speak  no  ill,  but  lenient  be 
To  others'  failings  as  our  own  ; 
If  you're  the  first  a  fault  to  see, 
Be  not  the  first  to  make  it  known. 
For  life  is  but  a  passing  day. 
No  lip  may  tell  how  brief  its  spans ; 
Then,  O  the  little  time  we  stay, 
Let's  speak  of  all  the  best  we  can. 

If  we  practice  this  song  in  our  daily  lives, 
we  get  on  much  better  in  life. 


"  No  one.  lias  ever  done  muth  for  me."  snid 
Ed.  Howe.  "  I  may  have  exi^ected  a  great  deal 
from  friends  long  ago,  but  I  don't  now.  I  have 
not  only  learned  that  if  I  expect  a  great  deal  of 
them,  I  will  be  disappointed.  I  have  learned  that 
I  have  no  right  to  expect  it.  Fr'ends  are  like 
a  pleasant  park  where  you  wish  to  go;  while  you 
may  enjoy  the  flowers,  you  must  not  cut  them." 

The   Kiirniti-f  Magazine. 
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SUNDAY    SCHOOL    SACRAMENT  GEM   AND 
CONCERT    RECITATIONS    FOR    MARCH,   1941 


SACRAMENT   CEM. 

By  strict  obedience  jesus  won 
'llu-   prize  with  j^lory   rife  : 

Til}    will,   O   (lod,    not    mine,    be  done." 
Adorned  His  mortal  life. 


GOSPEL    DOCTRINE. 


"  Now  ye  are  the  body  of  Christ,  and  members  in  particular  ....  And  the  eye  cannot  say 
unto  the  hand,  I  have  no  need  of  thee " — i  Cor.    12  :27-3i. 

GOSPEL   MESSAGE  (MISSIONARY). 

"  Ye  know  not  what  manner  of  spirit  ye  are  of.  For  the    Son    of   Man   is   not   come   to 

destroy  men's  lives,   but  to  same  them." — Luke  9:55-56. 

SENIORS  (FROM   15  TO  18  YEARS  CLD). 

"  A  good  name  is  rather  to  be  chosen  than  great  riches,  and  loving  favour  rather  than 
silver  and  gold." — Proverbs  22:1. 

JUNIORS   (FROM   12  TO   14   YEARS   OLD). 

"  Ve  have  not  chosen  me,  but  I  have  chosen  you,  and  ordained  }ou,  that  ye  siiould  go  and 
bring  forth  fruit,  and  that  your  fruit  should  rema'n :  that  whatsoever  ye  shall  ask  of  tlie 
Father  in  my  name,  he  may  give  it  you." — John  15  :i6. 

INTERMEDIATE   CLASSES 
(FROM   8  TO  11    YEARS   OLD). 

We  believe  that  men  will  be  punished  for  their  own  sins,  and  not  for  Adam's  transgression. 

Second  .Article  of  Faith. 

PRIMARY. 

"  For  we  must  share,  if  we  would   keep 
Our  blessings  from  abo\e. 
Ceasing  to  give,   we  cease  to  have, 
Such  is  the  law   of  love." 


KINDERGARTEN. 

"  The   pretty    flowers    that   open, 
The  little  birds  that  sing, 
Tell  that  our  Heavenly  Father 
Has   s:'vcn   us   evervthing. " 
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BRANCH   TEACHER'S   MESSAGE   FOR 

MARCH,    1941 

THE  SACRAMENT 

LATTER-DAY  Saints  should  be  urged  to  make  attendance  at  Sacrament  meeting  a  reg-ular 
habit.  It  is  the  one  meeting  of  the  Church  which  the  members  are  directed,  by  com- 
mandment, to  attend.  It  has  been  considered  so  impvortant,  so  necessary  to  spiritual  vvel- 
lare,  and  so  helplul  in  strengthening  iaith  and  fortifying^  against  temptation  that  the  Lord 
has  commanded  his  people  to  attend. 

Section  59  of  the  Doctrine  and  Covenants  contains  the   following  : 

And  that  you  mayest  more  fully  keep  thyself   unspotted  from  the  world,  thou  shalt  go  to  the 

house  of  prayer  and  offer   up  thy  sacraments  on  my   holy   day  ;  for   verily   this  is   a  day 

appointed  unto  you  to  rest   from   your   labours,   and  to  pay  thy  devotions   unto  the  Most 

H'gh;  nevertheless  thy  vows  shall  be  offered  up  in  righteousness  on  all  da>s  and  at  all 

times;  but  remember  that  on  this,  the  Lord's  day,  thou  shalt   offer   thine  oblations  and 

thy  sacraments  unto  the  Most  High. 

Nothing  could  be  more  direct.       The  command   is   clear.        Attention  should  be  called   to 

the  fact  that  observance  of  the  Sabbath  day  is  very  closely  associated,  also  by  commandment, 

with  attendance  at  Sacrament  meeting.       It  is  evidently   the  desire  of  our  Heavenlv   Father 

that  the   Sacrament  meeting   shall  be  a  spiritual  benediction  to   the  Sabbath   day.        Glor'ous 

promises  are  made  to  those  who  obey  these  commandments.         See  Doctrine  and  Covenants, 

Section    59,    verses   14-21.  One  of  the  best   resohes    a    Latter-day    .Saint   can   make   is    to 

determine  to  keen  the  commandments  of  the  Lord  and  attend  Sacrament  meetings  regularly. 

(Teachers  should  read  all  of  Sec.   59  and  call    attention   to   the   obligation   placed   upon    all 

members  bv  the  Lord.) 

NEWS  ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 


"p  UMORAH  "  had  the  pleasure  of  listen- 
ing to  some  of  our  soldier  brethren 
from  o\erseas,  one  recent  Sunday  evening. 
Lance- Bombardier  Arthur  Butler  brought 
his  accompanist,  Gunner  Leslie  Law,  and 
la\'()ured  us  with  two  \ery  impressive  solos. 
It  was  reported  that  there  were  some  300 
"  Maori  "  members  of  the  Church  with  this 
group.  A  fair  representation  came  to 
service.  Two  spoke  and  a  quartette  sang 
a   song,   in   their  native  tongue.  Brother 

Butler  also  spoke  briefly,  thus  rounding"  out 
a   \ery  interesting-  programme.  We   en- 

joyed the  company  of  these  brethren  for  a 
few  days. 

\\"c     are    always    verv    much     concerned 
about     our     boys     in     the     service.  We 

continually  prav  for  their  welfare  and 
safe  keeping.  Among  the  letters  ri-ceived 
is  the  following'  paragraph  sent  to  us 
by  Brother  I.  C.  Louw,  President  of  the 
Springs  Branch  :  "  It  is  interesting-  to  note 
that  two  of  the  members  of  the  '  Church  of 
Jesus  Chr'st  of  Latter-day  Saints  '  are  now- 
serving  with  Xo.  II  Bomber  of  the  South 
African  Air  Force  up  North  '  Somewhere  in 


Afiica.'  They     are      Lieut.      Daniel     A. 

Cherrett,  of  the  Cape  Branch,  and  Brother 
Jim  J.  Campbell,  of  the  Springs  Branch. 
Brolher  Campbell  reports  that  they  are  all 
\ery  fit   and  eager." 

Another  \ery  interesting^  and  encouraging- 
report  from  Branch  President  Louw  states 
that  Brother  and  Sister  Daniel  A.  J. 
Pendlebury  were  baptized  into  the  Church 
on  the  8th  of  February.  They  were  baptized 
by  Flders  R.  B.  Jakins  and  R.  E.  Futter 
.-ind  conhrnied  b\-  Elders  N.  (i.  Muir  and 
R.  B.  Jakins,  respectively.  We  welcome 
these  good  people  to  membership  in  the 
Church. 

Menibers  and  friends  will  be  interested  to 
learn  that  two  of  "  Cumorah's  "  verv  fine, 
lo\-i!y  lady  friends  have  recently  married. 
Tht-y  are  Miss  Peggie  West  who  is  now  the 
wife  of  Lieut.  Peter  Hutton-Squire  and 
Miss  Theodora  (Theo.)  Bedford  who  is  the 
wife  of  Sergt.- Major  Walter  E.  Thomas. 
We  congratulate  them  and  wish  them  every 
happiness. 
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THE  DISTORTED  FACE 

A  Story  from  out  on  the  Trail 
By  CLAUDE  T.  BARNES 


SOMKTIMI^S  v\vn  now  I  cannot  suppress 
a  fleeting  shudder  when  I  recall  the 
liorrible  sadness  of  that  distorted  face  and 
the  uncanny  wildness  of  its  eyes  gleaming 
at  me  between  the  willows  in  the  moonlight. 
The  strange  incident  occurred  in  that  lovely 
region  known  as  Thousand  Lake  Mountain. 
The  Thousand  Lake  Mountain  of  Wayne 
County  in  Utah,  was  marked  by  meadowed 
acclivities  and  snow-seeped  rills — the  sort 
of  alpine,  grassy  flats  that  bask  in  the 
warmth  of  the  sun  and  enchant  the  sojourner 
with  the  beauty  of  their  natural  wildness,  the 
kind  of  place  that  inspires  in  one  the 
thought  that  when  tired  of  all  else  he  may 
vet  dwell  there  in  sweet  tranquility.  And 
to  the  face — a  refuge  too. 

In  riding  upward  in  search  of  the  mule 
deer  that  everywhere  tracked  the  sands 
about  the  junipers,  I  came  at  last  to  a 
canyoned  forest  of  pines  through  which  a 
crystal  brook  dashed  down  its  bouldery  way 
— a  rather  darksome  place  from  the  narrow- 
ness of  the  defile,  yet  one  so  marked  by 
seclusiveness  and  the  sparkling  purity  of  its 
water  that  one  would  naturally  choose  it  as 
a  peaceful  refuge.  There  I  made  my 
camp,  a  camp  I  was  to  hold  alone  for  a  few 
days  until  my  companions  returned  from  a 
placer   inspection   in  the   Henrv    Mountains. 

That  afternoon  instead  of  hunting  deer  I 
rode  the  horse  to  a  distant  cave  that  yawned 
in  the  face  of  a  sloping  cliff;  for  this  region 
is  replete  with  ancient  Indian  relics  and 
hiding   places.  I    reached   my  tent  about 

sundown,  and  almost  immediately  perceived 
that  during  the  day  something  mysterious 
had  visited  it.  There  were  no  tracks ; 
nothing  was  missing  ;  but  the  magazines  on 
mv  cot  were  all  opened  and  laid  face  up- 
ward one  on  another.  I  thought  it  strange 
at  the  time,  but  was  too  hungry  and  tired 
to  do  aught  but  eat  and  then  stretch  wearily 
on  the  bed. 

Sometime  during  the  n'ght  I  was  waked 
by  the  creepy  feeling  that  somebody  was 
watching  me  in  the  moonlight  ;  so  I  propped 
on  mv  elbow  rmd  listened.        Even  the  horse 


was  still  ;  but,  being  unconvinced,  I  reached 
for  the  flashlight  and  in  my  bare  feet  stepped 
outside.  Finally,  from  the  midst  of  a 
thick  clump  of  willows,  something  reflected 
the  rays ;  and  when  I  spoke  angrily  there 
was  no  answer.  Slowly  I  approached,  and 
when  within  a  few  yards,  I  found  myself 
peering  at  the  most  distorted  face  I  have 
ever  seen — torn  almost  completely  away  on 
one  side,  with  teeth  exposed  in  a  ghastly 
grin.  I    shuddered,    hesitated;   and   then 

suddenly  it  sank  from  sight  and  I  saw  it  no 
more. 

Since  it  was  not  long  before  daybreak,  I 
tried  to  shake  the  uncanny  apparition  from 
my  mind  by  reading  the  only  book  I  had 
with  me,  Byron's  poems,  and  the  following 
day  I  rode  high  up  into  the  hills  as  usual. 
Returning,  however,  early  in  the  afternoon, 
I  was  scarcely  surprised  when  again  my  tent 
proved  the  visitation  of  someone  strange. 
There  on  a  little  camp  stool  was  the  book 
of  poems,  open,  with  two  matches  and  a  salt 
cellar  enclosing  this  stantza  from  Byron's 
"  When  We  Two  Parted  "  : 

When  we  two  parted 
In  silence  and  tears, 

Half  broken-hearted 
To  sever  for  years, 

P'ale  grew  thy  cheek  and  cold, 
Colder  thy  kiss  ; 

Truly  that  hour  foretold 
Sorrow  to  this. 

That  verse  meant  much  to  me ;  for  it 
aroused  a  sort  of  sympathetic  curiosity 
rather  than  disquieting  apprehension.  I 
decided  to  keep  my  eyes  watchful  for  man  as 
well  as  deer  as  I  hunted  further  along  the 
creek. 

Finallv  three  deer  scampered  before  me 
as  I  suddenly  came  upon  them,  and  I  caught 
but  another  glimpse  of  them  as  they  bounded 
over  some  rocks  into  the  willows  of  the  other 
side;  so,  in  order  to  approach  more  cauti- 
ously others  that  might  be  there,  I  sprang 
from  the  saddle,  and,  with  the  reins  over  my 
elbow,  stepped  forward  as  softly  as  my 
moccasin -footed  boots  would  allow.     Since 
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it  involves  intelligent  attention  to  sound, 
movement,  and  direction  of  air  currents,  to 
me  the  chase  of  deer  is  always  fascinating. 
Being  thus  alert,  I  suddenly  saw  in  the 
labyrinth  ahead  of  me  a  slight  movement, 
and,  before  I  quite  realized  it,  I  was  again 
looking  between  the  twigs  directly  at  the 
most  distorted  visage  I  have  ever  seen  upon 
a  man.  It  was  a  face,  but  literally  torn 
down  the  left  side  with  shreds  and  scars 
that  in  the  making  had  obliterated  eye, 
cheek,  part  of  the  nose  and  chin,  and  had 
permanently  exposed  several  teeth  in  that 
hideous  grin.  It  was  a  head  natural  on  one 
side  but  frightfully  distorted  on  the  other. 

His  stare  at  me  was  steady,  watchful,  in 
truth,  slightly  apprehensive  and  wistful; 
but,  without  further  delay,  I  told  him  quietly 
that  I  must  have  made  too  much  noise  for 
the  deer. 

Being  reassured  by  my  observation,  he 
emerged  from  the  bush  and  stood  before 
me — an  old  man,  repulsively  disfigured  in 
visage,  poorly  clad,  and  carrying  a  rifle  that 
from  the  length  of  its  barrel  I  recognized 
as  one  of  the  earliest  magazine-Winchesters. 

"  Yes,  you  made  too  much  noise,"  he 
snid  with  that  sickening  grin.  "  They've 
gone  up  into  those  pines." 

Following  h's  gesture  I  saw  across  the 
canyon,  not  the  deer  he  had  indicated,  but 
a  small  log  cabin  built,  as  it  seemed  to  me, 
around  a  mammoth  pine,  as  one  might  pitch 
a  tent  around  a  stupendous  flag  pole. 

"  Do — do  you  live  there?  "  I  asked  as 
casually  as  I  could  under  the  circumstances. 

"  Yes,  that's  my  home,"  he  said  slowly, 
and  rather  wistfully  as  well,  I  thought. 
*'  Come  on  over  and  come  in  if  you  like." 

Though  his  grey  hair  was  long  and  his 
corduroy  trousers  torn  here  and  there,  his 
eye,  literally  his  one  eye,  was  kindly  and 
sad  in  appearance ;  so,  without  further 
parlev  I  followed  the  strange  man  to  his 
simple  habitation. 

To  my  surprise,  the  interior  of  the  lonely 
cabin  contained  a  hundred  books  or  more, 
a  pleasing  indication  of  culture  behind  tragic 
loneliness  of  some  unexplained  kind.  Like 
a  fa-thful  dog,  a  good  book  never  fails  a 
man  who  treasures  its  very  page,  and  with- 
out complaint  it  will  go  with  him  into  forlorn 
deserts  or  w'lderness  hills.  I  mooded  in 
such  fashion  as  I  scanned  the  otherwise 
rougli,  hand-made  furnishings. 


"  I  watched  you  for  a  long  time  before  I 
became  convinced  that  you  would  not  shun 
me  when  you  saw,"  he  said,  as  if  really 
delighted  at  last  that  a  human  being  sat 
willingly  before  him.  "  You  see  the  deer 
hereabouts  know  me,  but  are  quick  to  detect 
strangers." 

"  Do  you  live  here — all  alone?  "  I  asked. 

"  Yes,  for  a  long  time  here  and  for  forty - 
three  years  altogether  in  like  manner  in 
quiet  places  along  the  river,"  he  answered 
with  reflective  sadness  in  his  tone." 

I  was  overwhelmed  with  that  simple 
statement,  and  gazed  incredulously  for 
several  moments  before  I  said  the  one  word  ; 
"  Why?  " 

"  Well,"  he  said  as  he  gave  a  wry  smile 
with  those  hideous  teeth,  "  It's  quite  a  long 
story." 

"  I  promise  you  it  will  not  be  too  long 
for  me,"  I  encouraged  with  the  eagerness 
that  always  betrays  my  enthusiasm  concern- 
ing strange  experiences  in  the  wilds. 

"  Over  fifty  years  ago,  he  started,  "  I 
was  a  trapper  at  the  head  of  Henry's  Fork 
in  the  Uintah  Mountains ;  and,  though  I 
spent  each  winter  on  those  streams  that 
constitute  the  very  sources  of  Henry's  Fork, 
Black  Fork,  and  Bear  River,  I  usually 
passed  the  summers  in  Wyoming,  either  at 
Evanston  or  Fort  Bridger,  where  I  had 
many  friends.  I  had  been  educated  in  my 
native  state  of  Indiana,  and  like  many 
another  lad,  had  sought  the  West  for  the 
sheer  joy  of  being   in   Its  wildness.  My 

books  here,  as  you  may  note,  will  attest  the 
fact  that  in  reality  I  am  a  civil  engineer. 
My  trapping  was  to  be  but  a  venturesome 
experience  pending  remunerative  employ- 
ment. Among  those  I  knew  was  a  girl 
whom   I  loved  deeply." 

.As  I  listened,  I  was  impressed  by  his  un- 
mistakable culture,  which  was  cruelly 
masked  by  his  shocking  facial  distort'on  and 
indifference  to  the  amenities  of  civilization. 

"  Go  on,"    I  said  appreciatively. 

"  Well,  it  was  in  the  month  of  May  in 
those  high  mountains  which  bosom  the 
sources  of  many  delightful  streams  that  the 
terrible  experience  befell  me  that  changed 
the  whole  course  of  my  life.  I  had  enjoyed 
a  prosperous  catch  of  beaver  skins,  and  had 
during  the  winter  taken  one  mountain  lion, 
one  wolverine,  three  Canadian  lynxes,  two 
red   foxes,    as    well    as   numerous   showshoe 
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rabbits,  in  addition  to  the  beavers.  At  the 
time  the  incident  occurred  that  blighted  my 
life,  my  partner  had  gone  to  town  with  a 
stack  of  pelts,  and  I  was  all  alone. 

"  One  day  I  strolled  about  a  mile  from 
the  cabin  with  my  Winchester  in  hand,  more 
to  pass  the  time  than  anything  else,  for  we 
were  well  supplied  with  venison,  when,  upon 
entering  a  spruce  grove,  I  suddenly  came 
face  to  face  with  a  grizzly  bear.  Apparently 
as  surprised  as  I,  the  animal  arose  upon  its 
hind  feet  and  tossed  its  head  from  side  to 
side  as  if  sniffing  the  air.  It  being  my  first 
meeting  with  a  grizzly,  I  was  unaware  of 
the  strange  fortitude  of  the  animal  which 
permits  it  to  fight  desperately  for  whole 
minutes  after  being  shot  clear  through  the 
heart ;  so  I  did  the  foolish  thing — I  took  aim 
at  its  chest  and  fired.  Down  it  went ;  but 
in  an  instant  it  got  up  and  came  at  me. 
Once  more  I  fired,  but  the  smoke  of  my  gun 
had  not  even  cleared  before  the  brute  was 
on  me.  I  can  see  that  huge  paw  in  the 

air  now  ;  it  tore,  as  you  see,  the  half  of  my 
face  away  in  that  one  terrific  swipe  that 
rendered  me  unconscious  then  and  there." 

"  Whew!  "   I   exclaimed. 

"  Yes,  it  was  awful,"  he  continued.  "  I 
knew  nothing  until  three  days  later  when  a 
doctor  at  Fort  Bridger  stood  over  me.  1 
was  covered  with  bandages,  and  then  heard 
the  story  from  my  partner  of  how  he  had 
found  me  unconscious  with  the  bear  dead  at 
my  side.  I  won't  dwell  long  on  the  rest. 
The  doctors  those  days  did  not  have  the 
facilities  they  have  now.  My  eyeless  left 
side  was  to  be  a  horrible  mess  forever  after 
— vou  yourself  see  it  now.  Perhaps  I 
could  have  stood  it,  perhaps  I  could  have 
gone  on  somehow ;  but — well,  the  plain 
truth  is  my  girl  tried  bravely  at  first,  but 
finally  made  one  excuse  after  another  for  her 
coldness.  I   did  not  want  her  pity  ;   so  I 

again  sought  the  hills.  Four  years  later 
I  learned  from  a  friend  that  she  had  in  the 
meantime  died  with  my  name  on  her  lips. 
From  the  day  I  left  her  she  had  refused  the 
attention  of  anyone  else ;  and  J  never  knew 
it.  She  languished  and  sank;  her  heart 
was  broken,  and  I,  fool,  never  knew.  Oh, 
I  never  knew!  I  \\as  shocked  and  heart- 
sick with  the  world,  for  I  could  see  nothing 
but  crushing  unhappiness  throughout  life. 
I  haven't  cared  much  whether  I  live  or  die 
since  that  time.  I  have  drifted  here  and 
there  up  and  down  the  Green  River  count r\-, 


or  the  Colorado,  always  alone,  always  with 
some  simple  cabin  like  this  one  as  my  home, 
but  none  of  them  ever  containing  a  mirror. 
Here  1  am  on  the  slopes  of  the  Colorado 
where  often  I  visit  those  caves  over  there 
made  by  the  ancient  Indians,  for  I  seem  to 
be  at  home  with  those  who  are  dead.  I 
guess,  son,  that's  about  my  entire  story." 

As  if  it  were  but  yesterday,  I  see  the  sad, 
frightfully  torn  face  of  the  hermit  of  the 
hills. 

From  The  Improvement  Era. 

Editorial. — Continued  from  page  34. 
fied  in  carrying  it  to  far  places — but   time 
and    statistics    have   proved   that,    with    the 
help   of   the   Lord,    we    have   done   and  are 
doing  both. 

This  home  mission  movement  is  reminis- 
cent of  the  early  days  of  the  Church.  That 
first  small  group  of  loyal  and  grateful  mem- 
bers went  first  to  their  friends  and  the;r 
families  and  their  fellow  townsmen  before 
they  went  to  far  places,  and  in  this  manner 
they  found  much  success.  And  to-day  our 
neighbours  are  surely  as  worthy  of  our 
efforts  as  those  who  dwell  in  distant  places, 
and  from  a  purely  selfish  point  of  view  their 
conversion  is  a  greater  asset  to  us  than 
would  be  the  conversion  of  someone  far  re- 
moved— because  our  neighbours  and  their 
views  become  part  of  the  influence  of  our 
communities,  and  colour,  to  some  extent,  the 
environment  in  which  we  live  and  rear  our 
children.  A  community  unified  in  its  funda- 
mental beliefs  has  fewer  social  problems  and 
fewer  perplexities. 

And  so  we  are  grateful  for  the  increasing 
yield  in  home  pastures — grateful  to  the 
missionaries  for  their  time  and  their  good 
works  and  their  devotion — grateful  to  their 
families  who  bid  them  Godspeed  in  their 
labours — grateful  to  the  bishops  who,  ac- 
cording to  the  approved  plan,  release  them 
from  other  ward  duties  for  the  brief  duration 
of  their  missions — grateful  to  the  mission 
presidents  and  the  stake  presidents  whose 
co-operation  and  support  and  planning  and 
persuasion  are  so  vital  to  this  success — 
grateful  to  the  First  Council  of  the  Seventy 
who  have  been  charged  with  the  conduct 
and  supervision  of  these  missions — and  to 
the  Council  of  the  Twelve  and  the  First 
Presidency  for  their  counsel,  and  direct"on, 
and  inspired  leadership — and  grateful  to  the 
Lord  whose  work   it  is,   who   gives   the   in- 
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crease,  and  from  whom  all  blessings  flow. 

We  are  g-rateful,  too,  that  the  boundless 
blessings  of  missionary  service  may  now 
come  to  men  and  women  who  have  never 
had  the  opportunity  to  go  to  outside  fields. 
No  man  or  woman  in  this  Church  should  be 
without  such  exf>erience,  because  the  Lord 
has  imposed  upon  us  primarily  the  responsi- 
bility of  preaching  the  Gospel  to  every 
creature,  and  we  are  all  of  us  representatives 
of  the  Church  and  of  the  Gospel  cause 
twenty-four  hours  of  every  day,  in  all  the 
wavs  of  life.  Th's  obligation  no  Latter- 
day  Saint  can  escape. 

Those  members  of  the  Church  now  living 
in  places  from  which,  by  reason  of  war,  the 
full-time  missionaries  have  been  withdrawn 
may  soon  find  like  results  and  like  satisfac- 
tions in  preaching  the  Gospel  by  organized 
effort  and  by  the  manner  of  their  lives  in 
their  homelands.  And  world  events  may 
soon  show,  with  even  more  dramatic  con- 
clusiveness, the  wisdom  and  divine  direction 
that  brought  about  the  Churchwide  organi- 
zation of  missionary  effort  in  home  pas- 
tures. 

From  Tlie  Improvement  Era. 

Christ  The  One  Safe  Pilot  On  Our  Tempestuous 
Sea. — Continued  from  page  37. 

the  sinking  of  the  moral  ideal  in  the  miixds 
and  life  of  the  people."  Manifestly,  then, 
a  second  essential  in  world  betterment  is  the 
raising  of  the  moral  standard. 

If  anyone  listening  in  is  saying  to  himself 
"  this  is  trite,"  then  I  say  such  a  thought 
itself  justifies  the  call  for  men  who  will  re- 
dedicate  themselves  to  the  principles  of 
honesty,  justice,  tolerance,  and  love,  and 
who  will  practise  these  virtues  in  their 
business  and  professional  activities.  "  And 
this  life  is  possible,"  as  someone  has 
declared,  "  In  social  conditions  the  most 
diverse,  and  with  natural  gifts  the  most  un- 
equal. It  is  not  fortune,  or  personal 
advantage,  but  our  turning  them  to  account 
that  constitutes  the  value  of  life." 
"  Nothing,"  says  Emerson,  "  can  bring 
you  peace  but  the  triumph  of  principles." 

In  the  light  of  political  scandals  recently 
disclosed  in  some  of  our  States,  what  a 
brilliant  though  discarded  gem,  for  example, 
is  the  plain,  every-day  principle  of  honesty. 
Though  as  genuine  as  the  blue-tinted 
diamond,   how  little  it  is  valued  in  a  world 


where  "  business  is  honeycombed  with  dis- 
honesty, and  the  political  world  abounds 
in  duplicity  and  chicanery."  Even  to 
repeat  such  a  charge  makes  one  feel  heavy- 
hearted.  In  contrast,  recall  the  calm 
assurance,  the  confidence  that  pervades  your 
soul  when  you  know  you  are  in  the  presence 
of  one  whom  you  can  trust.  Let  us  re- 
polish,  and  make  more  brilliant  this  old- 
fashioned  principle  so  essential  to  human 
happiness.  Would  that  all  men  and 
nations  might  unite  with  the  Church  in 
saying  : 

We  believe  in  being  honest,  true, 
chaste,  benevolent,  virtuous,  and  in  doing 
good  to  all  men." 

A  Re=  Dedication  to  Principle  of 
Unselfishness. 

Man  needs  a  re-dedication  to  the  princi- 
ples of  unselfishness.  No  peace  or  freedom 
can  come  to  this  world  so  long  as  men  live 
only  for  themselves.  It  is  true  that  self- 
preservation  is  the  first  law  of  nature,  but 
it  is  not  a  law  of  spiritual  growth.  He  who 
lets  selfishness  and  his  passions  rule  him 
binds  his  soul  in  slavery,  but  he  who,  in  the 
majesty  of  spiritual  strength,  uses  his  physi- 
cal tendencies  and  yearnings,  and  his 
possessions  to  serve  purposes  higher  than 
personal  indulgence  and  comfort,  takes  the 
first  step  toward  the  happy  and  useful  life. 
This  truth  was  taught  not  only  "  in  the 
beginning  "  when  the  Gospel  was  first  re- 
vealed to  man,  but  also  when  the  Saviour 
began  His  earthly  ministry.  On  the  Mount 
of  Temptation  was  enacted  the  first  scene 
in  the  Christ's  earthly  drama  of  the  abun- 
dant life.  There  He  resisted  the  challenge 
to  gratify  His  appetite;  He  turned  aside 
the  appeal  to  His  vanity  and  pride  ;  He 
scorned  the  bribe  of  worldly  wealth  and 
power,  as  in  spiritual  victory  He  said  to  the 
Tempter,  "  Get  thee  hence,"  and  "  angels 
came  and  ministered  unto  him."  Onlv  thus 
by  the  brilliant  triumph  of  the  spirit  over  the 
flesh  can  we  hope  for  a  better  world. 

Upholding  the  Constitution. 

Finally,  if  we  would  make  the  world 
better,  let  us  foster  a  keener  appreciation 
ot  the  freedom  and  liberty  guaranteed  bv  the 
go\crnment  of  the  United  States  as  framed 
by  the  founders  of  this  nation.  Here  again 
self-proclaimed  progressives  cry  that  such 
old-time  adherance   is  out    of  date.  But 
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lluTL'  rirc  sonu'  ruinlaim-nhil  principles  ol 
this  republic  which,  like  eternal  truths, 
never  t;et  out  (if  date,  and  which  arc  appli- 
c:ihli-  al  all  times  to  liberty-loving-  peoples. 
Such  are  the  underlying-  principles  of  the 
Constitution,  a  document  framed  by  patrio- 
tic, freedoms-loving  men,  who  Latter-day 
Saints  declare  were  inspired  by  the  Lord. 

This  date,  October  6,  has  been  set  apart 
bv  Churches   as    "  Loyalty    Day."  It    is 

highly  fitting,  therefore,  as  a  means  of 
making-  the  world  better,  not  only  to  urge 
loyalty  to  the  Constitution  and  to  threatened 
fundamentals  of  the  United  States  govern- 
ment, but  to  warn  the  people  that  there  is 
evidence  in  the  United  States  of  disloyalty 
to  tried  and  true  fundamentals  in  govern- 
ment. There  are  unsound  economic  theo- 
ries; there  are  European  "  isms,"  which, 
termite  like,  secretly  and,  recently,  quite 
openly  and  defiantly,  are  threatening  to 
undermine  our  democratic  institutions. 

To-day,  as  never  before,  the  issue  is 
clearly  defined — liberty  and  freedom  of 
choice,  or  oppression  and  subjugation  for 
the  individual  and  for  nations. 

As  we  contemplate  the  deplorable  fact 
that  within  the  brief  space  of  one  year, 
ten  European  nations  have  lost  their  in- 
dependence, that  over  two  hundred  and 
fifty  million  people  have  surrendered  all 
guarantees  of  personal  liberty,  deeper 
should  be  our  gratitude,  more  intense  our 
appreciation  of  the  Constitution,  and  more 
strengthened  our  determination  to  resist 
at  all  costs  any  and  all  attempts  to  curtail 
our  liberties,  or  to  change  the  underlying 
s\stem  of  our  government. 
Conclusion. 

When  the  people  who  call  themselves 
Christian  militantly  enlist  under  the  leader- 
ship of  the  One  to  whom  they  refer  as  King 
of  the  World  ;  when  they  accept  as  facts  and 
not  as  theories  His  moral  and  spiritual 
teachings;  when  for  selfishness  they  substi- 
tute kindness  and  thoughtfulness  for  others  ; 
when  they  aggressively  defend  the  principles 
of  true  liberty,  then  may  we  begin  to  realize 
the  hope  that  w^rong  may  be  abolished, 
righteousness  be  enthroned  in  human  hearts, 
and  honest  relations  and  justice  become  the 
daily  practice  of  society.  Then,  and  not 
until  then,  will  the  kingdoms  of  this  world 
become  the   kingdoms   of  our  God. 


"    Then  shall  all  shackles  fall;  the  stormy 

clangor 
Of  wild   war    music    o'er   the   earth    shall 

cease ; 
Love   shall    tread    out    the    baleful    fire   of 

anger, 
And  in  its  ashes  plant  the  tree  of  peace!  " 

You  Can't  Buy  A   Good  Time. — Continued  from 

pjiKo  38. 

half  as  good  a  time  as  I  have  had  trying  to 
draw  "  Haste  Makes  Waste,"  or  making 
popcorn  balls  at  home. 

Every  ;iight,  within  a  half  hour's  drive  of 
my  house,  three  dog  tracks  present  racing 
greyhounds  chasing  an  electric  rabbit  with 
an  enthusiasm  which  is  no  credit  to  the 
canine   intelligence.  I   like   to    go    occa- 

sionally, but  never  once  have  1  had  half  as 
good  a  time  as  I  have  had  playing  charades 
at  home. 

Thinking  these  things  over  brought  me  to 
the  inevitable  conclusion  that  in  order  to 
have  a  good  time,  you  have  to  be  among  a 
group  of  people  who  are  your  close  per- 
sonal friends.  There  is  no  greater  loneli- 
ness than  the  loneliness  one  feels  in  a  big 
crowd . 

You  can't  buy  friends.  If  that  were 
possible,  the  rich  man  would  have  thousands 
of  friends.  In  reality,  his  life  is  made 
miserable  by  people  who  pretend  to  be  his 
friends  so  that  they  may  more  easily 
separate  him  from  some  of  his  money. 

When  a  homely  girl  has  a  sweetheart, 
she  knows  that  he  must  love  her  for  herself 
alone.  We  folks  who  have  no  money, 
know  that  the  people  who  like  us  must  do 
so  because  we  are  amusing,  or  good  com- 
pany, not  because  we  have  some  money  they 
hope  to  get  a  part  of. 

But  I  am  wandering,  as  usual !  The  th'ng 
I  want  to  get  across  to  you  is  that  in  my 
thinking  about  having  a  good  time,  I  made 
the  discovery  that  it  is  not  things  which  give 
you  a  good  time,  but  people.  You  have  to 
be  with  people  you  know  and  love,  if  you 
are  going  to  have  a  good  time. 

All  of  which  indicates  that  you  can't  buy 
a  good  time.  You  can  spend  a  lot  of  money 
on  cover  charges  and  admissions,  but  it  will 
bring  you  only  the  amusement  which  any 
one  can  buy  for  the  price  of  a  ticket,  and 
you  won't  have  half  the  enjoyment  you  can 
(Continued  on  page  48.) 
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NOT   A   BAD    IDEA. 

Little  Shirley  Wilson  had  been  naughty,  and 
her  mother  suggested  that  she  mention  the 
matter  in  her  prayers.  She  did  so,  and  this 
is  what  she  said  before  going  to  sleep:  "Dear 
Lord,  I  know  I'm  a  bad  little  girl,  and  I  do 
wish  you  would  help  me  to  be  better,  and  if  at 
first  you   don't  succeed,    try,    try   again." 


HOW  TRUE. 

The   most   afflicted   person    was    not    Job,    but 
Mrs.   Job.  He   had  only  his  own  troubles  to 

worry  about,  while  she  had  Job  and  his  troubles 
both  on  her  hands. 

□      G 

THEIR    RECEPTION. 

Brother  Jakins  was   teaching  a   lesson  t)n  the 

Pioneers,    and   had   an   occasion    to   discuss    the 

Indians.        He   asked    what  the   heads   of   tribes 

were  called.    Georgie  Bibb  answered",    "  Chiefs." 

"  Well.  then,  what  are  the  women  called  P  " 

"  Mischiefs,"   proudly  answered  Georgie. 


Girls,  the  charming  young  fellow  with  "  a 
certain  something  "  is  not  as  good  a  catch  as 
the  one  with  something  certain. 


SUCH   IS  LIFE. 

Sister  Muir:  "Down  town  th's  afternoon  I 
found   the   loveliest  hat!  " 

Brother  Norman:  "  I'm  glad  you  found  it,  my 
dear,  because  I  couldn't  buy  it." 

u       □ 

INSIDE    LOOKING  OUT. 

When  Penrose,  who  has  recently  replaced 
Jemwell.  had  finished  cleaning  the  windows. 
Sister  Folland  was  amazed  to  discover  that  they 
had  been  washed  uoon  the  inside  only.  She 
inquired  the  reason  for  th-'s  half-completed  task, 
thinking  that,  perhaps,  the  boy  had  overlooked 
the  outside  of  the  windows.  Penrose's  reply 
was   delivered  with   fine   concern  : 

"  I  cleaned  them  inside  iso's  we  conld  look 
out,  but  I  left  the  dirt  on  the  outside  so  the 
people  couldn't  look  iii." 


WHAT'S   IN   A  NAME. 

Sister  Mattie  Carr's  husband  had  occasion  to 
call  at  the  house  of  a  neighbour  late  at  night. 
He  rang  the  doorbell.  After  a  long  wait  a  head 
was  poked  out  of  a  second -floor  window. 

"Who's  there?"  asked   a  voice. 

"  Mr.  Carr,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Well,"  said  the  voice  as  the  window  banged 
shut,  "What  do  I  care  if  you  mis.sed  a  car? 
Why  don't  you  walk  and  not  wake  up  people  to 
tell  them  about  it  ?  " 

n     □ 

ANOTHER    VERSION. 

District  President  O.  Layton  Alldredgc  had 
paid  his  bill  at  the  fashionable  hotel,  and,  as 
he  went  out,  he  noticed  a  sign  near  the  door, 
"  Have  j'ou  left  anything?  " 

So  he  went  back  and  spoke  to  the  manager. 
"  That  sign's  wrong,"  he  said,  "  It  should 
read,   '  Have  you  anything  left  '  ?  " 


Learning  is  love's  worst  enemy.  When  he 
learns  how  much  she  spends  for  clothes,  and  she 
learns  how  much  he  really  makes,  love  takes 
it  on  the  lam. 

D    a 

IT   GOES   WITH    A    CONVOY. 

A  number  of  sold'ers  were  seated  around  a 
table  in  a  crowded  restaurant  when  a  much 
hurried  waitress  spilt  a  bowl  of  hot  soup  all  over 
a  chaplain.  The  good  man  spluttered,  tried  to 
control  his  anger,   and  finally  sounded   off  with: 

"Come,  come!  One  of  you  sinful  comrades 
say  something  appropriate!  " 


HO   HEM. 

"  The  great  men  are  all  dead."  she  said,  with 
evident  regret. 

"  But  the  beautiful  women  are  not,"  he 
repl'ed,  looking  earnestly  at  her. 

"  Of  course,"  she  added,  after  a  moment's 
reflection,    "  I  alwavs  except  present  companv." 

"  So  do  I,"  he  said. 

And  she  asked  him  if  he  would  be  good 
enough   to  conduct  her  to  her  husband. 
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You    can't    buy    friends,    either.     People    are  a   liner   group    to    pick    them   from! — From    The 
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President.  37,  Alberts  Road,  Newlands,  Johannesburg. 

SERVICES:  Sunday.   10.30  a.m.  and   7.30  p.m. 

Pretoria  Branch:  Poynton's  Building,  173b.   Church  Street.  West.. 

SERVICES:  Sunday*.  10.30  a.m.   and  7.30  p.m. 

NATAL  DISTRICT: 

Durban   Branch:  7,  Blichanan  Building,  West  and  Russel  Streets.     John  Moore,  Presi- 
dent.  11.  Dunedin  Court,  Alexander  Street. 
SERVICES :  Sunday,  10.30  a.m.  ;  first  Sunday  each  month,  7.30  p.m. 

EASTERN   PROVINCE   DISTRICT: 

Port  Elizabeth  Branch:  Foresters'  Hall,  Palm  Street.       Robert  J.  Doller,  President,  3a, 

Armstrong  Street. 
SERVICES:   Sunday,  10.30  a.m.  and  7.30  p.m. 

East  London  Branch:  B.  A.  T.  Jubber,  President.  5.  Nahoon  View  Road. 
SERVICES:  Sunday,  10.30  a.m.  and  7.00  p.m. 

BLOEMFONTEIN    BRANCH: 

C.  B.  Spear,  President,  10.  Gordon  Street.     (P.O.  Box  50.) 


S.A.  Electric  Printing  Co.  (Pty.)  Ltd.,  28/30,    Prestwich    Street,   Oape   Town. 


